THE SPANISH WAR
followed General Varela and his staff to the newly cap-
tured Tillage. The country was of the type with which
we were to become familiar, occasional rolling hills
covered with scrub, then an olive grove and a few fields,
and then more bare parched hills. The Reds had put up
a stiff resistance, and there were half a hundred bodies
lying about the place. In Olias del Rey itself there lay
sprawling over a map-covered table in the village hall a
bearded man of bulky stature with a round hole in his
forehead from which blood had poured down on to some
order papers, stamped with the hammer and sickle. It
was the Red commander of the sector. He had com-
mitted suicide when he saw his men running.
Outside Olias del Rey on the banks of the road we took
our stand. A plane table was hastily erected for the
accurate map spotting necessary, and a range-finder next
to it. The country rolled away gently below us in a
series of stubble fields to a green spot where patches
of cabbages and garden stuff could be seen and where
a single-track railway line ran. A few hundred yards
beyond was the village of Cabanas de la Sagrada, the objec-
tive of the central column. Far to the right I could see
the Tagus and the low-lying ground on the other side,
It was here that the cavalry was working with, as its
objectives, the railway junctions of Algodor and Castiljo,
the control of which meant the cutting of the last railway
link between Madrid and the rest of Spam. In ravines
I could see horse lines and a great deal of transport. Over
the hills occasional bursts of smoke showed that shelling
was going on, but we had to rely on the messages that
were coming through to General Varela to follow the
victorious sweep of the cavalry, which by three o'clock
in the afternoon had occupied all its objectives and
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